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Enter King Richard John a Gaunt, with other 
Nobles, and Attendants* 

Kmg Richard 

Ld fohn of time-honoured Lancaster, 

Halt thou according to thy oath and band, ~ 
Brought hither Henry Hereford ,thy bold ion* - 
Here to makegood,the boyiferouslate appe*le 
Which then our leal ure would not let vs heare, 

A ~iinft the Duke of N orfolke, Thomas j\iembrAy\ 
Liege. 

JCf»£*Tel! me moreoverjhaft thou founded him. 

If heappeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Orwortnily as a good fubie& fhould. 

On fome knowne ground of treachery in him* 

• As neere as 1 could 6 ft. him on that argument,. 

On feme apparant danger feene in him, 

Aym’d at your highnetfe, no inueterate malice. 

Then call them to our prefe nee face to face, 

And frowning brow to brow, cur fclues will hears 
Hi accufer, and theaccufed, freely ipeake ; 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire . 

nra 8 e j deafeasthe lea j haftyas fire. 
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The Life and Death of 

■ • . : • ./ 

King Richard the fecond. 



. 1 The Life and Death 

Enter BulUngbrooke y and Mowbray* 

•\ $nl. Man? yeeres of happy dayes befall 
!My gracious Sovcraignc, my loving Liege. 

' ykfW. Each day (till better ot hers hapfineffe, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths gg.od hap,, 

Adde an immortal! title to your CroWne. 

King, Wethanke you both, yet one but flatters vs* 

As well appeareth by the caufe you come. 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafom 
Cofin of Hereford, what doft thou obieft: 
v Againft the -Duke of NorHhe y Thomas Mowbray ? 

Tub* Fir.ft,(hcaven be tiie record of my ipecch,) 

In the devotion of a uib eds lo ve, 

Tendringthe^recious iafety of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come 1 appelant to his Princely prelence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray ,doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : for what 1 ipeake. 

My body fhall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine Soule anfwer it in Heaven* 

Thou art a Traytor,and a mifereant ; 

- Too good to be fo,and too bad to live. 

Since the morefaire and Chriftali is the Skie, 

The uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye : 

Once mere, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,ftuffe I thy throat. 

And wifh (fo pleaie my Sovcraigne) ere i move. 

What my tongue Ipeakes, my right drawne fword may 

Mow : Let not my coole words here accufemy zeale ; 
Tisnot thetryallof a womans war re. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt us twaine : 

The blood is hotthaftnuft becoofd for this. 

Yet can I not of fuchtame patience boaft. 

As to be hufhr, and nought at all to lay. 

Eirft,thefaire reverence of your HjghncfTecurbesme, 
‘from giving reines and lpurresto my freefpeech, 

Which pnee would poft ; until! it had return’d 
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of Richard the fecend. 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his throat* 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

I doe defie him, and I fpit at him, 

Call him a ilandrous Coward, and a Villaine; 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes, 

And meet him,wcre l tide to runne a foote, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englifh man durtt let his foote. 

Meane time, let this defend my royalty. 

By all my hopes moll falfely doth he lye. 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my, high bloodsroyalty, 

Which feare, not reverence mafcesme to except, 

Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope. 

By that,andall the rights of Knighthood elle. 

Win I make good againft theearmeto arme, 
vVnat 1 have fpoken, or thou canft devife. 

Mow. I take it up,and by that fword I fvveare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my Ihoulder, 

He anfwer thee in any faire degree, 

Gr Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I ijiount, alive may I not light, 

If I be traytor , or un/uftly fight. 

King . \V hat doth our Cofin lay to M, owlrayes charge ? 
It mull be great thatcan inherite us. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highnelfeSouldiers, 

1 he which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments, 
Likea talfcTraytor,sndiniHrious Villaine, 

Bcfides 1 fay, and will in battell prove, . . i. ' 
Or here or elfewhere to the furthell Verge. , , 1 , 5 ! .. ; 
That ever was lurvey’d by Englifh eye, . .. . ' . ■ = 
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The Life and Death 

That all the treafoffs of thefe cigbteene yearns 
Complotted and contrived rn this Land, 

Fctcht from falle 'JMowbrny their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of (j letters death, 

Suggeft his loor.e beleeving adverfarits, 

And confequemly like a Tray tor Coward, 

S&c'd out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood: 
Which blood., like facrificing Abels cryes, 

(Even from the tonguelelfe cavernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough chaflicemcnt : 

And by the glorious worth of my defcent. 

This arme fliall doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 

Thomat of folks fayeft thou to this ? 

M, otv . Oh let my loveraigne turnc away bis face, 

And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this flander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer. 

King. Mowbray } impartial! are our eyes and eares. 
Were he our brother, nay,ourKingdome$heire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers lbnne ; 

Now by my Scepters awejmakea vow, 

Such neighbour-ncerenelfe to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unilooping firmenefle of our upright foule. 

He is cur fublebt (Mowbray) fo art thou, 

Free fpeech and feareleffe, I to thee allow. 

Mo-tv. 1 hen Bu.llin gbrcoke as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou 1 y c it; 
Three parrs of that receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburil I to his Highnelfc fouldiers ; 

1 he ofher part referv’d 1 by confent, 

F or that my fo veraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a dc-are account. 

Since Jail I went to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallow downe that lye-For Glcfters death., 
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of Richard the ficohd. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Negletfed my fwornc duty in that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once I did lay an a.mbiifh for your life, 

A trefpaife that doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefleit,and exaftly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had ic. 

This is my fault: as for the rell appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant, and moll degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfel boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downe my.gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot," 

To prove my fclfe a loyal! Gentleman , 

Even in the bell blood chamber’d in his bofome. 

In halle whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnelfe to affiene our tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Gcnlemen be rul’d by me : 
Let’s purge,this chollet without letting blood : 

This we prefcribe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion. 

Forgctjforgive, conclude, and be agreed. 

Our Doctors fay* this is rib time to bleed. 

Good Vncle,let thi-send where it begun, 

Wee’l calme the' Duke of Norfolk^ jyon your fonne'. 

(jaunt. To be a make-peace fball become my age, 
Throw downe (my fonne)the Duke of A Tor fo ikes <r a g e . 
Kingi And Norfolki^ibw dot# ne tils. -'°~- 

when Harry vehtn? Obedienee bid's,- - 

Obedience bids, I fliould not bidagen- 
King.Nerfo/kejthww downe.we bid;thereis no boote. 
Mow,My felfe I, throw (dread Soveraigne) at thy foot, 
•ly lift thou fhalt cbmrfla'i¥d,but- not my fharrie. 

The one my duty owes, biit my faire name ! - ; 

Defpight of death - that lii’es upon my- grave . 

Todarkc difhononrs- ufe, thou {halt not have. 

I av** 




The Life and Death 

I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, andbaffeld here, 

Pierc’d to the foule with danders venom’ d fpearej' 
Thewhich noBalme cancure, but his heart bipod 
Which breath’d this poyfon- 
King .Rage muft be withftood ; 

Give me his gage; Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his fpots- take but my fhamc, 
And I refigne my gage. My deare,deare Lord, 
Thoptireft treafure mortall times afford, 

I s ipotlefle reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay^ 

A jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

1 s a,bold fpirit in a loyall breft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (dearemy Liege) mine honour let me try. 

In that Hive, and for that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw downe your gage, 

Doe you begin. 

ZW.Oh heaven defend my foule from, fuch foule finne< 
Shall I feemcCreft-falneinmy fathers fight, ! 

Or with pale beggar-fe, are. impeaeb my height 
Before this out-dar’d daRard? Ere my tongue, 

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong ; 

Or found fo bafe a parle : my teeth (hall tcare 

The flavifh motive of recanting feare >: | • - : i.abnV bop 0 

And.ipit it bleeding in this high dilgrace. 

Where fhame doth harbour, even in.Mowbrayeshct. 

Exit Gaunt. 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command. 
Which fince we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready, (as your lives fliallanfwer it) 

At Ccvcntree^on Saint Lamberts day : 

There flaallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling difference of your letlcd hate 
Since we cannot attone you,you fhall fee 
luttice defigne the Vigors Chivalry- 
Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, 



of Richard the fecottd. 

B< ready to direft thefehome,Alarmes.' 



Exeunt.’ 



Sc ana Secunda. 



Enter Gaunt , and. Dutchcffe of Glocefter. 

Gaunt . Alas, the part i had in Gloftcrs blood, 

Doth more folicite me than your exclaimes. 

To flirre againlt the butchers of his life. 

But fince correfiion lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot correef. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth, 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut . Finds brotherhood in thee no (harper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards fevtn lonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

Where are (even vialles ofhis (acred blood. 

Or feuen f aire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are aryed by natures courfe. 

Some ofthole branches by the deftinies cut,* 

But Thomas , my deare Lord, my life.my Glo(ler„ 
OneViall full of Edwards facred blood. 

One flourifning branen ofhis moR lloyall roote 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpiltj 
Ishackt downe.and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed,that wombe, 

I hat me:tall,that felfe-mould that fafhion’d thee. 

Made him a man ; and though thou liu’ft and breath’ftj 



Thou 



* ^ ait u.ou name m mm ; thou doeRconfenc 
" ,me large meafure to thy Fathers death 
ir that thou feeR thy wretched brother dv. 
Who was the modellof thy Fathers life, 
-Calhtnot patience (Gaunt) k is defp 2 i rc . 

In mftcnng thus thy brother to be ilaiwhtcr’d 

B 



The Life' and Death 

•Thou fhew’ft the naked pathway to thy life,- : y. ,3 I 

Teaching fl erne murther how to butcher thee s 
That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Js pale cold cowardile in noble breafts 
W hat (hall I fay, to fafegard thineowne life, 

Thebeft way is to venge my <j loiters death- 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubmuite 
His Deputy annoynted in hisfight, • 

Hath caus’.d his death, the which if wronghilly 
Let heaven revenge : for I ma.yneuer.hffi 
An angry arme againft his Minifter- 

J>ut. Where then C alas ) may I complaine my felte? 
Gan.To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
Tut . Why then I will = farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go’ ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mowbray f. ght : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Hereford s fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft •• . . 

Or if misfortune miffe the firft carreere, 

Ee Mowbrayes fiones fo.heavy in his bofomc, 

1 hat they may breakehisfoamingcQUrlersbackc, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Cay tiffe recreant to my Cofin Hereford. 

Tarewellold Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife t 
With her companion Greefe , muft end her life. 

Gan. Sifter fare well ; I muft to Couentry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as.go with me- , 
Dut. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth where it 

Not with theempty hollowneffe, butweight. ( falls, 

I take my leaue before l haue begun, 

For ibrrow ends not whenit feemeth done* 

Commend me to my brother Edward Torke. 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickeiy goe, 

I (hall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what • 

With all good fpeed at Piefhie vifite me- ,7 4 

Alacke,and what (hall good old Torke there fee 

But empty lodgings, and unfurnilh’d wallcs, f • . i 



of Richard the fecond. 

Vn-peopl’d Offices, untroden (tones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but mygroanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke outforrow, that dwels every where: 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and dye. 

The laft leave of thee, takes my weeping eye- Exeunt . 



Sc ana Tertia. 



Enter Marjball 3 and */ 4 umerle* 

Mar. MyL Aumerle y \s Harry Hereford arm’d? 

slum- Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Dujf;e of Noifolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appellants Trumpet. 

Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach* 

. * Fiourijh « 

Enter King, Gaunt y Bn[hy y Bagct, Greene y 
and vt her s: Then Mfwbraj in Ar- 
mor y and Harrold . 

Rich. Marfliall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrivall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fwearehiminthe jufticeofhiscaufe. 

Mar. In Gods Name,and che-Kings, fay who thou art, 
And why thou com’ft, thus. Knightly clad inArmes ? 
Againft wharman thou com’ft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speaketruely,on thy Knighthood, and thine oath. 

As fo defend thee heavcn,and thy valour- 

Mynameis Tbo.GMowbray.Dvkt of Norfolke, 
/m- Li r come engaged by my oath 
v aicfi heaven defend a Knight (bould violate) 

Both to o :fbnd my loyalty and truth, 

J .° ny Krng, W d his iucceeding iflue, 

Againft the Duke of Hereford^hat appeales me. 

And 
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The Life and Death 

And by the grace of God and this mine armej 
To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A traytorto my God, my King,and me, 

And as I tritely fight, defend me heaven. 



Tucket. Enter Hereford, and Harold. 
•Rfo^Marlhall : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why hecommeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre: . 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. (' t ( 1Cr 

Mar - W hat is thy name, and wherefore com’ ft thou hi- 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts ? 

Againft whomcom’ft thou ? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Speake dike a true Knight/o defend thee Heaven. 

Bui. Harriot Hereford, Lancaster find Derby , 

Am i: who ready here doeftand in Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace , and my bodies valour, 

In Lifts,on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he’s a Traytor foule and dangerous, ' 

To Godofheaven, King Richard, and to me. 

And as T truely fight, defend me heaven, 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon be fo bold, - 
Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marihall, and fitch Officers 
Appoynted to direft: thefe 'faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Marfhall,let me kifle biy Soucraignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

Tor Mowbray and my felfe are like two men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

1 hen let vs take a ceremonius leaue 
Andloving farewell of our feverall friends. , 

Mar. The Appealant in-all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craves to kifle your hand, and take his leave. 

Rich. W e will delccnd,and fold him in our armes. 
Cohn of Hereford as thy caufe is iuft. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight : 

* ?weweJl,my blood , which if to day thou Ahead, 

Lament 







0/ Richard the fecond. 

lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui' Oh let no Noble eye prophane a tcarc 
For me, if I begoar’d with Mowbrayes fpeare: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray {[gat. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aumerle • 

Not ficke, al though I have to doe with death. 

But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breatho 
Loe, as at Ettglifti Feafts, fo I regreet 
Thedaintieft laft,to make the end moflr fvyeet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with tby prayers. 

And with thybleffings tteele my Lances-poynt, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxenCoate, 

And furbifli new thename df fbhtrxGaunt, 

Even in the lufty haviour ofohis tonne'. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make theeprolp’rous. 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the C aske 
Of thy Smaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthfuH blood ; be valiant, and live. 

! Bui . Mine innocence, and Si'Georgeto thrive. 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lot. 

There lives,or dyes, true to King Richards Throne, 

A loyal}, iuft, and- upright Gentleman: 

Never did Captiue with a fteerheart, 

Caft off hischaines ofbondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enftanchifement. 

Mote than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
This' FeaH of Battle, with mineadverfary, 

Moft mighty Lkge,and my companion Peeres, 

Take from my mouth, tie wifh of happy yeares. 

As gentle, and as jocond, as to /eft, 
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The Life and Death 

Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet breift. . ; 

Farewell, my I.ord,fecurely I efpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye t 
Order the tryall Marfnall, and begin. 

of Hereford, Lancadcrjand Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and heaven defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong asaTovvre in hope, I cry, Amen. 
Mar.Goebezxe this Lance to Thomas D-of Norfoikf, 
i Har. Harry of Hereford,Lancafter,-and Derby, 
Stands here tor God, his Soveraigne,and himfelfe. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

T o prove the Duke of Norfolke,T^ei»Af Mowbray > 

A T ray tor to his G od ,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forvvapds to the fight. ■ ( 

2 . Har. Here ftandeth Tho .Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 

To God, his Soveraigne, and to him difloyalh. 
Couragioufly, and with * free defire. 

Attending but the Agnail tobegin- A charge founded. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder dqvyne. : . , . 

Rich . Let themlay by their Helmets and their Speares, 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe ; 
Withdraw with us,and.Jet the Trumpets found. 

While we returne theie Dukes,what we decree. 

Along flourifu 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we havedonf?. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fhotlld not befoyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doc haterhe dire afpe& 

Of civil] wounds plough’d up witbfieyghbours.fwords s 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous untun'd drammcs. 
With harfo refounding Trumpets dreadful! bray. 

And grating ffiockc. of wrathful! yron Armes, 

Might from our quiejc Confines iiright faire Peace, 

/ ’ And 




cf Richard the fecond. 

Ahd'makcus wade even inour kindreds blood: 
Therefore r we banidi you our Territories. 
YouCofiniHereford, upon paine ofdeath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our field?* 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the Granger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Y our vv ill lie done : this mu ft my comfort be. 
That SunnetHat warmes you here foall fhine on me: 
And thcfe his golden beamesito you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifliment. 

Rich • Norfolket for thee remaines a heavier d oome. 
Which I with fome unwillingnefle pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The dateleffe limit of .thy deare exile 
The hopelcffe word, of never to returne. 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. 

Mow. A heavy lentence my rhoft Soveraigne Liege,' 
And all unlook’d- for from your Highnefle mouth s 
Adeerermerit, not fodcepe a maimc, 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Have I deferved at your Highnefle hands'. 

The Language ,1 have learn a thefe forty yeares 
(My native Englifli ) now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more, 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, ora Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 
Thatknowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within mymouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeling, 'barren ignorance. 

Is made my 'gaoler to attend on mb;- 
I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupiihnow : 

what is thy fentence then, -but fpeechlefledeathy 

Which robsmy tongue from breat being native breath ? 

Rich. It boots thee not to becompaffionate. 

After eur fentence, plaining comes too lace- 

Mew'o 




The Life and Death 

■ 'Me*. Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
To dwell in folemne fhades of endlefle night. 

Rich . Returne againe and take an oath with thee 2 
Layon our royall Sword, your banifht hands, 

Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your ielves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall ( fo hel pe you Truth and H eaven ) 
Embrace each others loue in bamfhment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ever by adviled purpofc meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainft Vs our State, our Subjeds,or our Land; 

BhI.I fweare. 

M«tv . And I to keepe all this, 

B nl. Norfolke.fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time (had the King permitted us) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifh’d this frayle fepulcher of our flefh. 

As now our flefh is banifh’d from this Land* 

Confeffe thy Treafons.ere chou flie this Realme, 

Since thou haft fane to goe, beare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. 

■Mow. No Bulht!gl>rook>\ If ever I wereTraitof, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And I from heaven banifh’d , as from hence : 

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and 1 doe know, 
Andalltoofoone (Tfeare) theKing fhall rue. 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England , all the world s my way. 

Rich. Vncle,evcn,in the gialfes of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart: thy fad afpedi, 

Hath from the number of his banifh'd yeares 
Pluck’d foure away: fixe frozen Wmcersfpent, 
Returne w ith welcome home from bani (birent. 
t How long a time lyes in one little word; 

Foure 
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Foure lagging-winters, and foure wanton Springs 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings- 
Gaunt.l thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that he hath to fpertd 
Can change the Moones , and bring their times about. 
My oyk-dride Lampe , and time-bewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age , and endlefle night : 

My inch of Taper, willbe burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, -thou haft many yeares to dive.' 
Gaunt. But not a minute(King)that thou canftgive ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forrovv. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow ' 
Thoueanft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage •: 

Thy word is currant with him,for my death. 

But dead, thy kiBgdome cannot buy my breath; 

Rich. Thy fonne is banifh'd upongood aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gave, 

Whyat ourluftice feem’ft thou thento lowre? 

Grfw.Thingsfwcet to taft, prove in digeftion fowrc :. 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 

Aks, I look'd when lome of yon fhould fay, 

Iwas too ftrift to make mine owneaway : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my feife this wrong- 
Rich. Cofin farewell :and Vncle bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go. Exit* 

■Flourifb. 

-^«-Cofin farewell ;what, prefence muft not know 
i-rom where you do remaine, let paper fhow- 
-•^r.My Lord,no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as. land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words. 
That thou return’ft no. greeting to thy friends ? 

C BhI . 
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Bul.l haue too few to takemy leave of you, 

When the tongues office fihould be prodigal!. 

To breath th’ abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau. Thy griefe is blit thy abfence for a time. 

Bui. Ioy ablent-, griefe is prefent for that time# 

Gau. What is fixe Winters,they are quickly gone ? 

Bui. To men in joy, but griefe makes one houre ten. 
gau. Call it a travcll, that thou takeft for pleafare# 

Bui. My heart will figh, when I mifcallit fo. 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. Thefullenpaffage of thy weary fteps 
Efteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to let 
The precious Icwell of thy homfc returine. 

Bui. Oh whocan hold a fire inbis hand ' v. 3L 

By thinking on thefrofty Caucafns ? : f 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a fealt ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers foeate? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore- 
Gan . Comcjcome (my fonne)Ile bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, andcaufej would not flay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewell;fweet foyle adieu. 

My Mother,and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet s 
Where ere 1 wander, boaft of this lean. 

Though baniilfd, yet a true-borne Englifhman. 

V' " " • ’ , \V - - , ^ - f, , / , ‘ ", 

Scan a Quart a. 



Enter King,*/* timer le, Greene , and Bagou 
Rich. We did obferve. Cofin Afimerle^ 

How farre brought you high Hereford on his way* 

T i~ » ■*“** Aunt* 
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Aunt. I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left him* 

Rich. And fay, what ftoreof parting teares were Ihed ? 
ytow.Faith none by me: except the Northeaft wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and fo by chance 
Bid grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Rich, What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprelfion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buriedan my forrowes grave. 

Marry-, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres 
And added yeeres to his fhort baniflhment. 

He fhould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but Tis doubt. 

When time fhall call him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe, and Bagot here and Cjreene 

Obferud hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar courtefie, 

What reverence he did throw away on Haves; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen, with thecraft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banifti their affedts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

Withthankes my Coumrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

And be oufiub/ecf s next degree in hope. 

GV.VVelLhe is gone, and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which Handout i v\ Ireland^ 
Expedient mannage muft bemadfe my Liege 
Erofehgr leyfare, yeeld the further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your higbneife Ioffe. 
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'Kfch. We will our felfein perfon to this warrs, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal I Largelfc, are growne fomewhat light, 
Wc are enforced to farme our royall Realme, 

The reverie w whereof fhall furniflh us 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 

Our fubfttutes at home fhall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto, when they ftall know what men are rich, 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold^ 
And fend them after to fupply our wants: 

Forwe will make for Ireland preiently, - 
Enter Rufliy* - 
TZufby^ what newes ? • 

Old IohnaGaunt isveryficke my Lbrd* ’ 
Sodainely taken, and hath fentpoft hafte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifitehim* 

Rich. Where lyes he ? 

Ex* At Ely-houfe* 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind, 
Tohclpe him to his grave immediately: 

The linning of his coffers fhall make Coates • 

To dccke our Souldiersforthefe Irith warres* * 
Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray heaven we may. make hafte,and come too late, 
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Enter Gaunt fields. y with the Duke of Torfe* 

Gau* Will the King come, that J may breath my laft ' 
In wholfome counfell. to his unftayd youth? ' 

Tor. Vex not yourfelfe, nor ftrive not with your breath 
Tor all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gan* Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men - 
lutorce attention, like deepehaitfuosm ; r i 

Where 
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Where words are (carle, they are feldome (pep 1 in vaine; 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in painc. 

He that no more muft fay>is liften’d more 

Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofc 3 ' 

More are mens ends mark’d ,then their lives before, 

The fetting Sunne, and muficke is the clofe 
As the la ft tafte of fweetes, is fweeteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, morethen things long pa ft : 
Though A/ chard my lives counfell would not hcare. 

My deaths lad taie,may yet un-deafe hiseare. - 
?V.No, it is ftopt with other flatt ring founds 
Asprayfes of his ftate: then there are found - 
Lacivious Meeters, to whofe veno me found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liften. 

Report of fafhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apifh Nation 
Limpes after in bafe imitation. ’ 

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity. 

So it be new* there’s no refpeft how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire& not him, whofe way himlelfe will chofiv 
Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt thou loole 
Gaunt. Me thinkes lama Prophet new infpir d, 
And-thus expiring doe foretell of him, ' 

His ra (h fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft* 

For violent fires foone burne out themfeiues 
Small fhoures laft long,but fodaine ftormes are fhort, { 
He tyres betimes, that lpurs too faft betimes j 
With eager feeding food doth choake the teeder ; 

Light vanity, infaitat cormorant, 

Confuming meanes foone preyes upoirid felfe* 

This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred lfle. 

This earth of Majefty, this feateol Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradile* 

This* Fortres built by nature for her felfe, 

Againft infectiomand the hand of warren 
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this happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious ftone fet in the filver Sea, 

Which ferves it in the office o f a wall. 

Or as a Moatc defenfiue to a houfe, 

Again!* the enuy of leife happier Lands, 

Thisblefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England, 
ThisNurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 

Fear d by their breed,and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, 

For Chriftian fervice N and true Chivalry, 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne Bury 

Of the worlds ranfome, blefled Maries fonne. 

This Land of fuch deare foules, this deare deare Land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas d out (I dye pronouncing it) 

Like to a Tenement ,or pelting Far me ♦ 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

V Vhofe rocky fhore beates backe the envious fkdge 
Of watry Neptune,is now bound in with fhame. 
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds# 

That England that was wont to conquerothers. 

Hath made a fnamefull conqueft of it felfe. 

Ab, would the fcandall vanifh with my life. 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter Kingi Queency timer le^ Btifhy^ Greene % 

B a got ,Ros y and W Wo ugh by . 

2V#The Kingiscome,deale mildly with his youth. 
For young hot ( oalts, being rag'd, doe rage the more, 
How fares our noble Vncle, Lancaster ? 

Ri. What comfort man ? How ill with aged <?atm ? 
ga. Oh how that name befits my compofition : 

Old Gaum indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me gnefe hath kept a teadious faft. 

And whoabitaines trom meate,thatisnot gaunt : 
For ficeping England long time have I watcht 
Watching breeds leanne!ie,leanneffe is all gaunt: . 

The pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon. 
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U my ftn& faft, I meanc my Childrens lookes. 

And cherein fafting, haft thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

VVhofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones- 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ?■ 
gau. No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee- 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thofe that live? 

Gaiu No, no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fay ft thou flatter ft me* 

Ga. .O no, thou dyeft, though I the licker be* 

Rich.l am in health! breathe, I fee thee ill* 

&ar*Npw he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

111 in my felfe to lee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lejflfer then the Land, 

.Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou toocareleffe patient as thou art# 

Commit’ ft thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firft wounded thee s 
Athouland flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

VVhofe compaife is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged info fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no -w bit lefler then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Scene how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Lepofi.ng thee before thou wert poffeft, 

Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felfe, 

Why (Cofin)were thou Regent oft lie world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame, to fhame it fo ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

Thy Rate of Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And * 

R^A. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted fooIe> 
Prefuming on an Agues privelledge. 
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T)ar ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our chceke, chafing the Royall blood 

'With fury, from his native refidence 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great £dvearas forme, 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thy head, 

Should runne thy head from thy unreverent {boulders. 

G^/.Ohfpare me not, my brother Edwards lonne. 

Tor that I was his father Edwards fonne t 
That blood already (like thefellieanj 
Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows d. 

Mv brother qioceHer$\ aine well meaning loule, 

(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongft happy foules )■ 
Mav.be a prefident, and witneffe good. 

That thou refpe&’ft not filling \ Edwards blood : 

Ioyne with the prefent fickenefle that I naue. 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre. 

Live in thy {hame, but dye not fhame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Extt. 

Rich. And let them dye,that age and fullens have. 

For both haft thou, and both become the grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefle, and age in him . 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deare 
As H*rrj Duke oi Hereford^ ext he here. 

Right, you fay true •• as Hereford* loye,(o his; ' 

As theirs,fomine: and all be as it is. 

. Enter Northumberland* 

tfor. Uy Liege, old Gaunt commends, him to your 
Maiefty- 

if/cf . What fayes he ? 

N»r. Nay nothing,all is fayd : 

His tongue is now a ftrrngleffe mftrument. 
Wordsdife>and all, fild Lancaster hath fpent. 

JLOY. 
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for. Be Yoirke the next,that muft be bankrupt fo,* 
Though death be poore, . it ends a mortall wo. 

^/^Theripefthruit firftfals, and fo doth he, $jl ^ 
Histime is fpent, our pilgrimage* muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irifh warres. 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, whereno venom clfe 
But onely they have privelledge to. livt. 

And for thefe great affaires do aske Tome charge 
Towards our atTiftance , we doe faze to us 
The plate, coyne, and revennews.y rand moveables. 
Whereof our Vncle <]amt did ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How long fhali I beipatient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters deathfnor Herefords banifhmcnt. 

Nor G aunts rebukes,nor Englands private wrongs. 

Nor the prevention of poore Bulltngb'rooMe, 

About his marriage, nor my owne dilgraee 

Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke, w. . 

Or bend one wrinkle on my ibveraignes face: 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards fonnes, ♦ 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft : 

In warres wasnever Lyon rag‘d more fierce : 

Inpeace, was never gentle La mbe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman 
His face thou ha ft, for even fo look’d he 
Accompiiflf d with* the number of thy howers : 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, . 

And not againft his friends : T his noble hand 
Did win what he did ipend : and fpent not that ; 

Which his triumphant fathers hand had won^ 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard , T or\e is too farre gone with griqfe, 

Orelfe hemever would compare betweene- 
Why Vnde, 

Whats the rhatter ? 

r «r. Qli my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 
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"l pleas'd not tobepardon’d.amcontent with all: 

Seeke you to fciztj»nd gripe into your hands; f-'o 1 ! 

The Ro ynjtie stand Itigbtes ofbanifh’d tfetefrrdh 11'. 

Is not Gaunt dead?and doth! not HercfirdWve? • ■ ' ; , 

' Was not Gaunt juft ? and is not -Harry true ? • ' k. 

Did not the one defer veto have an irejrre ? 

Is not his heyre.a welRdeferving fonne ? - ovi ' T; •iV j 
Take Herefords rights away>nd takjf from tiaiey :: ■- 1 8 {; . 

His Charters* and liis:cufttimia:is ; ri^atsi? 5 !t> h -j. > t iU{ 

Let not to morrow then Mue to day., .. s in r> v'oTj 
Be not thy firife.- For how art thou a King 
But by Fail e fequenceand fucceflion A • • - - 

Now afore God j <Sodfod»tjl- tj fey true, ■; . ' • • 

Ifyou doc wrongfully - iziiili'Herefords right, 

Cali in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By His Atturneyes generall , to fue 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your.hcad, f 

"You loofe a thoufand weli-aifpofed hearts, • | 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts 

Which honorand ailegeancecannot thinke. j 

Arc.Thinke what youwill : wefeiieinto our hands. 

His plate, his goods, his money^andhislands. [- 

Tor. lie not be by the while : My Leige farewell,: 
Whatwilienfuehereof, there’s nouecan tell, -'p , . I 
But by bad courfes niay be Knderftood- ■} E 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit* 

Rich. Qhay&ttfkle totbeEarteot’ Wiiyhiramagm. . 
Bid him repaiihsto us to £ly Houle, 

To lee this bu tine He : to morrow next: 

We will for Ireland , and ’trstime,! trow : ; 

And we create in ab fence of our felfe 

Our VncUe T°rke-> Lord Coverner of England 

For he is ;,u ft, and alwayes lov’d us well- 

Come on our Queene,to morrow muft we part,. 

Be merry, for our time of ft ay is ftiort. _ Flow] . 

(JUauet North Willoughby., and R.oJJ % 

N»rv Well Lords, theDuke of Laocafterisdcact. 








• ef Ricliard the fecond. 

Sof. And living too,for now his fonne is Duke# 

w//. Barely in title, not in revennevv. . 

Nor. Richly in both , ifjuftice had her right. 

R«/. My hearc is great : but it muftbreake with filence 

Eer’t be disburthen d with a liberall tongue. 

Nor Nay fpeake thy mind & let him ne t fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. | 
#7/. Tends that t hon’d If Ibeake toth D« ot Hereford. 
If it be fo,out with it boldly mam 
Ouicke is mine care to heare of good towards him- 
"Rtf, No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnlcfle you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded'ofhis patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts fhamefuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft: any of us all: 

That will the King feverely profecute 

’Gainft us, our lives, our cniidrcn,and our heires. 

Rof. The Commons hath He pill’d with grievous vnt: 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts- 
Wfl. And daily new exactions are devis’d. 

As blankes, benevcfences, and I wot not what : 

But what o’ Gods riame doth become of this ? 

N or. W arres hath not wafted it,for warr’d he hath not. 
But bafely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That: which his AnceHors atchieu’d with blowes: 

More hath he fpent inpeace, then they in warres. 

R«/ The Earle of Wiltfhire hath theRealmein farmc- 
Wil. The King’ s grow ne bankrupt like a broken man- 
A'vr. Reproach,and defolution hahgeth over him. 
Rtf/He hath not money for thele Irifh warres ; 

(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 

But by the robbing ofthe banifh’d Duke* 
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LTsr? His noble Kinfman,moft degenerate King? 

But Lords^vehearethisfearefulltempeftfing 
Yet feeke no fhelter to avoyd the ftorme i 
We fee the winde fit fore upon our failes. 

And yet we firike not,but lecurely perifh* 
i?«/.We fee theuery wracke that we mull fuffer* 

And unavoyded is the danger now - 
For fnfrering Co the canfes of our wracke* 

A^r.Not io; even through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpie life peercing: but I dare not fay, 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is* 

Wih Nay, let us fnarc thy thoughts,asthou doft ours*- 
Rof. Be confident to ipeake Northumberland, 

Wc three, are : but thy feife, and fpeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 
iV or. Then thus : I have from Port le Blan , . 

A Bay in Tlruaine, receiv’d intelligence^ 

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Raynald Lord 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter , 

His brother Archbiftiop , late of Canterbury, ? 

Sir 7 hew M Effingham-, Sir / oh n Rain fl oh , 

Sir Iohn N orb ery$vt Robert Witter ton ,and Francis- Qmw?] 
Allthefc well furnifli’d by- the Duke of 2? r 'utainc, 

With eight tall /Lips, three thoufand men of warre 
Arc making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to.touchourNortherne fliore: . 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they Ray 
The firft departing of the King for ire-land,' 

If then we ibaJl drake off our (la vilL yoake,- 
lumpe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeemefrom broken pawne, the. blemifli d Crovvne^ 
Wipe off the dull that- hides the Scepters giU* ~ 

And make high Ma'jefty looke like it feife. 

Away with mein pofte to Ravenffurgh, 

Bht if you faint, as fearing to doe fo. 

Stay and be fecret and my feife wirltgoe* : 

Rof. o horfe, to horfe, urge doiib.ts.co them that fearer 
.pi/. Holdout my horfi^and Iwili firil be there* Exea. 

^ ' Sccu 
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Scena Sxcunda. 



Enter Queenc, Bafty ,a>id Bagot . 

5«/7;>. Madam, your Majellyis too much fad. 

You promis d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide fclfe-harmingheavinefle. 

And enter taine a cheerefull difpofition. 

^»».To plea fe the King, I did: topleafe my feife 
I cannot doe it.- yet I know nocaute , 

Why I fhould welcome fuch a guellas griefe, 1 
Save bidding farewell to fo fweeta gueft 
As my fweet Richard, yetagameme thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes vvombe ; 

Is comming towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it- grieves. 

More than with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujh. Each fubftance of a griefe had twenty fhadews 
Which fhewes like griefe it feife, but is not lo: 
Forforrowes eye glazed- with Winding -teares. 

Divides one thing 'inure , to many objects 
Like perfpeitives.wmch rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew noting but confufion, ey’d awry, 

Diftinguijnt forme: fo your fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find iliapcs of griefe, more then himielfe to waile. 
Which look’d on as it is. is nought but fhadovves 
Of what it is not, then thrice-graciousAiueene, 

More then your Lords departure • weepe not , more’s not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe forrows eye, ( feene ; 

Which for tb'ng$ttue,wefpe things imaginary. 

If may befo, but yet my inward loule 
Perlwades me it is other vfle now ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad; 10 heavy fad-- 

■ D | . As 
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As though on thinking on,no thought Ithinke, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and IhrinKe* 

Bufb. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious ,j d y) 
gu.’Yis nothing lefle : conceit is full detiu a 
From fome fore father greefe, mine is not lo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomethmg gricfe. 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name,’ tis nameleffe woe 1 wot. Enter Green, 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majefly,and well met Gentle- 
I- hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. ■ ( men; 
Qh. w hy hop' ft thou fo? ’1 is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope. 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fnipt - 
Grff-That he our hope, might have retyr d his- power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The banifh'd Bullingbrooke repeales himlelte. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu d 
At R rtuenfpurg. 

Now God iff heaven forbid, 
q ree . o Maddam’tis too true: and that is worle, 
The L. Northumberland, his young Corine, Henry Eerejr, 
The Lords of Rotfe, Beaumond, and Willoughby,^ . 

With all their powerfull friends are fled to him.- ' 1 '' ■ 

Bujh. Why haveyou not proclaim’d NortburtiDerland; 
And the reft of the revolted facTioh Tray tors ? i 

Gree, We have: whereupon the Earle of Worcester 
Hath broke his ftaffe.refignd his Stewardship, (w 
And all the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bullen. 

Qu. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And ~Bullingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy. 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe to woeTorrow to forrow ioyn’d* 

Bujh, Delpaire not Madam. 

ghu Who fliall hinder me? ^ ^ 



of Richard the fccond, 

1 will defpaire, and beat emnity 
With couzeninghope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, . ■ 

Who gent ly would difiolve the bands of life. 

Which falfe hopes linger in extremity- 
Enter Torke. 

<jw.HerecomestheDuke of ’Vorke. 

Qh. With flgnes ofwarre about his aged neclte. 

Oh full of carefull bufmeffe are his lookes ; 

Vnclc,for heavens fake fpeakecomfortable words. 

Ter. Comfort’s in Heaven,and we are on the eartn, 
Wherenothing lives but crofles-oarejand griefe : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farreoff, 

W hilft others come to make his loofe at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport my felfe : 

Now comes his fickc houre that his forfeit' made, 

Novv fball he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant* 

SerMy Lord, your fonne was gone before I came- 
7>.He was- why fo, goeall which way it will: 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they arc cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford s fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhy to my fitter Glofier r 
Bid her fend me prefcntly a thouland pound, 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser, My Lord, I had forgot > 

To tell your Lord fliip, to day I came by, and call’d there^ 
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft. 

You W hat is’t knave ? 

Ser. An houre before I came, the Dutcheffe dfdev 
T o .Heaven for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

I know hot what to doe : I Would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers# 

What, are there pQftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How fhall we doe lor money for thefewarres ? 
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Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me \ 

Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there* : 

Gentlemen, will you mutter men ? 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands* 

Never beleeve me* Both are my kinfmen, . 

Th one js my.Soveraigne, whom both?my oath 
And d uty bids defend : the other againe 
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right. 

Well, fomew hat we mutt doe : Come Cofin, 

Uedifpofe ofyou. Gentlemen. goemuftcrup your men, if 

And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle ; 

I fliould to Plafhy too, but time- will not permit, 

All is uneven,and every thing is left at fix and feven* Ex. 

BtiJhT he wind fits faire for newcs to goeto Itelasd, 

But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impoflible* 

'Grce. Befides oar neerenefie to the K ; ng in love. 

Is neere the hate of thofe love not the King* 

Bag- And that’s the wavering Commons/or their love 
lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them. 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate* 

Bujh. I hfcreinthe King ftands generally condemn'd* 

Bug- If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 

Becanfe we have beene ever neere the King. 

GrmWdl: I will for refuge ftreight to Brittoll Cattle, 

The Earle of W iltlhire is already there. 

Bujh. Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the hateful! Commons-performe for us. 

Except like Curres, to icareus all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

-g*j£.No,l will to Ireland to his Maiefty : v; . t vj|| 

Farewell, if 'hearts prelages be not vaine, I 

We three here part, that nev'r fiiall mcete againe. 

Bh . That’s a s Torl-e thrives to beate backe Bullmbrooke- 
Cr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 
- . ' Is 

: :<■ 
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Isnumbring fands,and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will Aye.' 

Bujh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well, we may meetagaine* 

Bag- 1 feare me never- Exit. 



Sc ten a Tertia. 



Enter the Dube of Hereford^ and Northum- 
berland- 

’ IZW.Howfarre is it my Lord toEarkleynow? 

Nor. Beleeve me nobi* Lord, 

Iamaftranger herein Glofierjhire . 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout out miles, and makes them wearyfome: 

And yet cur fa ; rc dilcourle hath beeneas Sugar, 

Making the har... way fvveet and delegable: 

But Ibethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottfoold will be found, 
in Roffe and Willoughby, wanting your company 
Which Iprotett hath very much beguild ' 

The teadic>ufnefle,aDd procefle-dfmy.'travell; 

But theirs is fivectned with the hope tohave 

I he prefent benefit that T polleffe : 

And hope to joy, is little Jeffe in joy. 

Then hope enjoy'd: By this, the weary Lords 

Miall make their way feemefoort,as mine hath done, 
fiy fight of what I have, your Noble company, 

. Of much lefte ralew is my company 
I hen your good words: but who comes here ? 

_ Enter EL Percy. 

°J- It is my fonne, young Harry Percy 
.^nt from my brother W orcefcn whencetbever, 

^rry how lares your Vncle ? t , 

E , Percy 
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Ftrcj. 1 had thought, my Lord, to have lcarrvd his 

health of you* ' . ^ y 

iWr.Why is he not with the Queene • 

Ptfrcr.No,my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 

Broken his Staffe of Office, and dftperft ^ 

The Houlhold of the King. 

iVer. What was his reafon- 
Hewasnot forefolv’d, when we laftlpake together. 

Pwr.Becaufe your Lordthip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgb, . 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hererord, 

And fent me overlay Barkely, to dtfawer , 

What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 

Then with direction to repaire to ivavenfpurgh. 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 

Which ne’re 1 did remember: to my knowledge, _ 

I never in my life did looke on him- ■ . . 

Nor, Then lcarnetoknow him now: this is the Duke. 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, taw, and young, 

Which elder d ayes {hall ripen, and continue 
To more approved fervice atiddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy , and be lure 

Icount my lelfe in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good- friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love, 

Jt fhallbe (till thy true loves recommence, . 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus ieales.t. 
Nor. How farre is it to Barkley l and what lhrre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men ofwarre-. 

Percy There Bands the Caftle, by yond tuft of Trees, 
Manrid with three hundred- men, as 1 have heard, ■ 
And initare the Lords of T»rkje ,Barkefy M S V mor > 
None elfe of Name, andnoble eftimate. 

Enter Ro[fe, and Willoughby . 

Nor. Here comes the Lords of and 
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Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft. 

Bui . Welcome my Lords, I wot your love pUrfues 
A banilht Traytor ; all my Treafury 

Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d, 

Shall be your love , and labours recompence- 
Rof. Your prefence makes vs rich.molt Noble Lord. 
ml. And farre furmoimts our labour to attaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

NorM is my Lord of Barely as I gueffc._ 

Bark-lAy Lord of Hereford, my meflage is to you. 
'Bui. My Lord, my an Twer is to Lancaster, 

Andl amcometo feekethat name in England, 
Andlmuft find that Title in yourTowne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftako me not,myLord,'tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord, 1 come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Torke, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with feIfe4jorne Armes- 
Enter Torke, 

Pul. I fhall not need tranfport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

for. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whole dir y is dtceivabieand falfe. 



"•‘Viv, uu y ta uvv.uvfcUJvwturanv. 

But* My gracious V r;clc« 

Tor. T ut.tut^Grace me no Grace, r 

I am nn Trt> vfnrc • and fhor 



« ut,t«u 3 \jriii4.c uk nor Vncle me 3 

I am no Tractors Vncle ; and that word Grace* 

Inan ungracious mouth, isbutprc.phane- 
Why have thefebanift/d, and forbidden Legges, 
d once to touch theduft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dat^ id march ^ 
Ro many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, 
frighting her Dale fac d ViHap^cwith Warn*. " 



zy. UId «y miies upon ner peaceiuu tfoiome, 
frighting her pale fac d Villages with Warre, 

E a 



And 
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And oftentationof detailed Armes? 

Com’ ft thou becaule. th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foorifh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in myloyall Bofome lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the black* Prince, t hat young Mars *of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many, thpuf and French: 

On then , bow quickly fbould this Arme of mine, 

Now prifoner to the I’ia fhy , chafliie thee., 

And minifter correction to thy . fault. 

Bui. My gracious Vncle, let me know my- fault,, 

On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

IV.Even in condition of the word degree, 
fngrolfe R<-bdlion,and detailed Trillion : 

Thou art a banifo’d mao,and hereart come - 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

In braving Armes ag.iinft thy Soveraigne. 

Bui. As I was banifh d,I was bani liv'd Hereford, ■ 

But as a I come, 1 come tor Lancatter- • 

And noble Vncle, I befeech your Grace • | 

Lookeon my. wrongs, with an indifferent eye s • ; T 

You are my Father, for me thinkes ; in you 
I tee old f/4««ralive- Oh then my Father,, 

Will you permit, that.I Ihallftana condemn'd ' 

A wand, ring Va gabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckcfrom my armes perforce,and given away 
To upftart urschritts ? Wherefore was I borne ? 
if that my Coutin King.bc King of England, 

It muft be granted, I am Dul;e.of Lancader- 
You have.a.fonnc,^»w«r/<f, myNoblc Kiniman, • . f : 

Had youiirft died .and he bin thus trod downe, 
Hefhould have found his Vncle Gaunt a father. 

To rows: lus wrongs, and chafe them to the bay. 

I am den.ycfeto lu,: my livery.here, 

And yet my Letters Pattens give me leave ; 

My fathers goods.aieall diftraytid, and fold, , nsn i o 
And thefc, andall amitfe impioyd. 

. . ‘ ’ . What* 1 
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What would you have me doe? I amafubieft,. 

And challenge Law, Attorneyes are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonally 1 lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free-Delcent* 

Nor. The NobleDuke hath beetle too much abus’d* 
Rof.lt hand s your Grace upon to doe him right, 
yvd. Bafemenby his endowments are made great. 
Tor. My Lords of England rlet me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs. 

And labour'd all i could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, ■ 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs,it may not be ; 

Andyou that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Tor. The Noble Duke hath fwornehis oommirigis- : 
But for his owne, and for the right of that. 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give him ay d, 
Andkthimnev’r fee ;oy,that breaks that oath. 

Por. Well, well, I fee the iflue of thefe Armes, „ 

I cannot mend, it, I muft needs confefle, 

Becaufe my power iswea'ke, andall ill left : : 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all,and make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King* 

But fince 1 cannot,be it knowne to you, 

I doe remaineas Neu'er- So fare you well, ? 

Vn'eflfe you plea fe to enter in the-Caftie, 

And there repofe you for this Night * 

Bui. An offer V ncle, that we will accept : 

But we nauft winne your Crace to goe with us- 

To Briftoll Caftle, which theysfay.-ishtld 

% %uf>ie,Bagot their Complices, 

-he.Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which I have fworne to weede,and pluke away* 

/"•It naybe-I will goe with you butyetile pawfc, 
f ? r . 1 loth to breake our Coii -■ tries Lawes : 

«oc Friends, nor Foes, to me wcicomc you 31 e, . 

E 3 Things: 
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Things gift tedrcffe, arc now with me pa ft. care. Lxtmp 



Scana Quarta. 



Enter Salts buy? dtnd a C apt nine. 

Capt. My Lord of Salisbury, we have flay d ten dayes. 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together,^ 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King. 
Therefore wewill difperfe our felves: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Cm. Tis thought the King is dead, we ; will not flay; 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are wither d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starresof Heaven; 

The pale-fae’d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whiiper fearefull change ; 
Rich menlookefad, and Ruffians dance and lcape 3 
Theone infeare.tolofewhat they emoy,' 

The other to enjoy by Rage, andWarre: 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and tied, 

As well affur’d Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah Richard , with eyes or heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a (hooting Starre, 

Fall to the bale Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling ftermes to come, woe, and unreft i 
Thy friends are flcd,to waite upon thy foes. 

And croffely to thy good, all fortune goes. 
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^Jcfm Tertm, Scoria ‘Prima. 



Enter Bullingbreohe^orke, Northumberland, 

Rejfe,Percy Jt illoughby ; with BuJhj ■ 

and Greene , prifoners • 

Bui. Bring forth thefe men : 

Biilhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

(Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much urging your pernitious lines. 

For - t were no Charity : y et to walh your blood 
From off my bands, here in the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caules of your deaths. 

You have mif led a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied ; and disfigur’d cleaue: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him, 

Brole the roffelfion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a fane Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Neereto the King in Blood , and neere in love? 

Till you did make him mif- interpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniunes, 

Andfigh’d my Englifti breath m forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment; 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes, and fell’d my F ^ reft w ??“- ; 
From mine owne windowes torne my HoulholdGoat, 
Raz'd out my Imprefe leaving me no ngne. 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To (hew the world lama Gentleman. _ 

This, and much morc,much more then twice all tms^ j 
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Condemnes you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution , and the hand of death# 

Bufh. More welcome is the firoke ot death to me, 
Then Bulltngbrooke to England. 

Crce* My comfort is, that Heaven will take our foules. 
And plague imuftice with the paines of hell. 

BuL My Lord Northumberland,^ them dilpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens iake/airely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends , 

Take fpcciall care my^grettings bedeliver’d. 

Tor* A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue to her at large. 

2?*/. Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendottre 3 and his Complices; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exunt> 



Sc tend Secunda. 



Drums, Flourijb, and Colours ♦ 

Enter Richard, Aumerle jCarhle ,and Soul diets* 

Rich . Barkloughly CaftJc call you this at hand? 
jiun Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late tolling on the breaking Seas ? 

R ich. Needs mu ft I like it well, I weepeforioy 
To fland upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes : . 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hinds, 

Feed not thy Sovcraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fwectds comfort his ravenous fence : 
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But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venoms 
And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete, 

Whicti with ufurping fteps doe trample thee, 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies- 
Mocke not my fencelcfle Conjuration : Lords ; 

This earth (Ball have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

Car * Feare not my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fp ; ght of all. 

Aum * He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remifife, 
Whilefl BulUngbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich ♦ Difcomfortable Cofin, knowefl thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe,that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene, 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eaflerne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders, freaions, and detailed finnes 
(The Cloake of Night bdngplucktfrom off their backes) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling atthemfelvcs. 

So when this Thiefe,this Tray tor Bullingbrookey 
Who all this while hath reuell*d in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifingin our Throne, the Eafl, 

His Treafons will fit blufhing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-atfrighted, tremble at his fmne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 

t ^ le ^ a * me ^ rom anoynted King ; 
he breath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F 
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The Deputy clewed by the Lord : 

For every man that Bullmgbrooke hath preft. 

To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angel! : then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall/or Heaven ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sahsb . Nor nserc.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this weake arme; difeorrffort guides my tongue. 
And bids me lpeake of nothing but defpaire : 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hathclc nded all my happy dayes on Earth : 

Oil call fracke Yd ter day, bid time returne , 

And thou flvilt have twelve thoufand fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday too late 
Orethrowes thyloyes, Friends, Fortune, and thy State, 
For an the VVelch-men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to BuUingbrooke ^ difperll, and fled. 

Aum . Comfort my Liege , why lookes yourCjxace fo 
pale ? 

R ich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men * 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo mnch blood thither come againe, 

Have I not reafon to looke pale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be' fafe , flye from my fide, 

For time hath feta blot' upon my pride. 

Anm* Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich* I had forgot my felfe. Am I not King ? 

Awake thou fluggard Ma jefty, thou fleepeft : 

Js not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name • apunyfubieft ftrikes 
At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my Vnde 1'orke 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne, 

But who comes here ? Enter Scroope. 

Scroope. More health and happinelfe betide my Liege, 

Then 






e/ 1 Richard the fecond. 

Thencan my care-tun’d tongue deliver him. 

/J«-/;.lyline eare is operand my heart prepar’d? 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 
Sayjsmy Kingdomeloft . ? why ’twas my Caret 
And what lode is it to b'e rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he fhall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our fub/e&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us ’ 

Cry Woe, Deftru&ion,Ruine, Lofle, Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have his day* 

Scroope. Glad am I ,that your Highnefle is fo arm’d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unleafonable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diflolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwclls the Rage 
Bu/litie hooke y covering your fearefuINLand 
With hard bright Steele.and heartsharder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm d theirthin andhairelefle Scalps 
A gainft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes againft thy Crovvne 
I hy very Bead f men leame to bend their bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffc- Women manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worle then I have power to tell* 

& ich. Too well,too vv ell thou tell’ft a TaJe fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wilt {hire ?. where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bufhy ? where is Greene ? 

. ’ at c ^ e y have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafureour Confines with luch peacefull fteps ? 

“vve prevaile, their hands (hall pay for it. 

1 warrant they haue made peace with BulUngbrooke. 
g oe t e * Peace have they made with himindeede(my 
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M ich, Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redemption, 
Dogs, eafily won to fawnc on any man, 

Snakes in-my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart, . 
Three Iudaffes, each one thrice worfe then ludas. 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre, 
Ypon their (potted foules for this Offence. 

Scroope, Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property, 
Turnes to the fowreft , and moft deadly hate : 

Againe uncutfe their foules: their peateismade 
VV ith Heads, and not with hands : thofc whom you curfe 
Have felt theworftof deaths deftroying hand. 

And lye full low; grav'd in the hollow ground. 

A'um - Is B tfftj ,Gree»e, anekhe Earle of W iltlhire dead 
Scroopc Yea, all of them at- Briflow loft; their heads* 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich* N6 matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let’s taike of Craves, of W oimes,and Epitaphs, 
Makednft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write 1‘orrow in thebofome of the Earth* • 

Let’s chufe Executors, and taike of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath* 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are BulltHgbroohes , . 

And nothing can we call our owne, but Death, 

And that Email modell of the barren Earth, 

W hich ferves as pafle,and cover to our bones : 

For Heavens fake let us fit uponthe ground. 

And tell fad flories ofthe death of Kings . 

How fome have beenc depos’d, feme liaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, • 
All murther d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe. 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

ToMonarchiie, be tear'd, and kid with lookes, 
lafufinghim with felfe and vaine conceit, 
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As if this Flefh , which walls about our Life,' 

Were Brafl'e impregnable rand humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, and with a little Pinne t 

Boaresthtough his Caftle Walls, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefhand, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme , and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but miftooke me all this while .* 

Ilivc with breadlike you , feeleVVant, 

Tafte Griefe , need Friends : fubjeded thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl-Uy Lord jwife men ne’re waile their prelent woes, 
But prefently prevent thewayes to waile *• 

To feare the Foe,fince feare opprelfeth ftrength. 

Gives inyour weakeneife, ftrength unto your Foe j 
Feare, and be liaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deftrOying death. 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Ahw. My Father hath a Power, enquireof him. 

And leame to make a Body of a Limbe* 

Rich. Thou chid’ft me welliproud Bullingbrooke I come 
To change blowcs wich thee,' for our day of Doomc : 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An eafie taske it is to win our owne. 

Say Scroope, where lies ourV ridle with his Power ? 

Speake fweetly man, although thy lookes befowre. 

Scroope .Men iudge by the complexion of the skic 
The ftate and inclination of the day. 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale t© lay : 

I play the torturer, by fmall and finall 
Tolengtherfout the worft,that muftbe fpoken. 

Your Vncle T or ke is joyn’d with Bullingbrooke •, 

And all yourNortherne Caftles yeilded up, 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes 
Vpon his FaiVion. <\ f.i *. • vul no : b'uoV. 

•K/c&.Thou haftlayd enough. 

Beflirevv thee Cofin, which didft lead me forth 
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Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate himeverlaftingly, 

Thatbids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difcharge, and let 'em goe 
To care the Land, that hath feme hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfailc is but vaine. 

Aum- My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He docs me double wrong. 

That woundsme with the flatteries of histongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exeu. 



Sc ten a Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours fBullingbrookp ft orke, 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farrefrom hence, hath hid his head. 

tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 

To Ay King Richard: a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

Nor. Your Grace miftakes: onely to be briefe, 

Left 1 this Title out. 

tor. The time hath beene, 

Would you have beene fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhortenyou. 

For. taking fo the head ; your whole heads length* 

Sul- 
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of Richard the fecond. 

•Bui- Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 
TV.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould,. 
Leaft yon miftake, the heavens are ore your head* 

BhIA know it ( Vnc'e) and oppofe not tr.y felfe 
A^ainft their will -But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy . 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

Per. The Caftle royally is mann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bui, Royally l Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^Lotd Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope , befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Oh, belike it is theBifhop ofCarlile. 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goetp the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bulliugbrooke upon his knees dotl» kiflfe 
KingR ichards hand, and lends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perl'on: hither come 
Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be. freely granted-" 
Ifnot,ileufe th’advantage of mypower. 

And lay the fummers durt with fhowers of blood 

Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Engliftimen; 

The which,how tarre off from the mind of Bulliugbrooke 

It is, fuch CrimfonTempeft fhould bedrench 

The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 

My (looping duty tenderly fhall fhew- 

Coefignifie as much, while bere.we march 

Vpon the GraiTie Carpet ofthis plainc 

Lets march vyithout chenoiyfe of threatning Irum, 

inat from this Cartels tatter'd Battelment$ 
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Ollr faireAppoyntments may be well perus’d 
Me thinkes King Richard and _roy fejfe fliouid r 
With no lefleterror then the Elements . 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy chokes, of Heaven: 

Be he the fire , lie be the yerlding W ater ; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth Irame 
Mv Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on and marketing Richard how he lookes . 

pJrle without, anjwer roitht « : then a Flourijh. 
Enter on the Walls .Richard farlile } Aumerle,S S v» h 

See fee?Ki tgRichard doth himfetfe appeare 
As doth the blufbing difcotitented Sunne, 

From cut the fiery Portall of the Eatt. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftaine the trad 

Of his bright paffaee to the -Occident. 

Tor. YeUookes he like a King : behold his Eye 

To watch thefearefull bendmg of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull King . 

And if we be,how dare thy loynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prefence? 

If we be not,fhcw us the hand of God, 

That hath difmis’d us from °ur Steward Hup, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bon 

•Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

VnletTe he doe prophane, fteale or ufurpe. 

And though you tlunke,that all as you have done, 

Have torne their foules,bv turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft ot friends . 

Yet know,my mailer, God Omnipotent, 

Is muftring in his Glouds inourbeha fe, 

Armies of Peftileuce,and they fhall ftnke 
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Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift your Vaffall bands againft my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Sstllinglrooke , for yond me thinkes he is, 1 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon: he is come to ope 
The purple Tellament of bleeding Warre ; 

Batere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flowerof Englanas face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Herpaftors Graffe with faythfull Englifh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civil 1 and vncivill Armes 
Be rufh’d upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke^ doth humbly kifle thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That Hands upon your Roy all Grand fires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

(Currents that lpring from one moll gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike (/sunt. 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fvvorne, or fa yd, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther fcope. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy Royall party granted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruff. 

His barbed Steeds to ftables,and his heart 
To faythfull fei . ce of your Maiefty : 

This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as I am a Gentleman I credit him. 

&ich. Northumberland, fay thus : The King retumes, 
is Noble Gofin is right welcome hither. 

And all the number of his faire demands 
allbe accomplifh’d without contradiction : 
with all the gracious utterance thou haft, 

G 



Speake 







The Life and Death 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

VVedoc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not, 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake fo fa ire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

No, good my Lord, let’s fight with gentle words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords. 

Rich* Oh God^oh God, that erethis tongue of mine, 
Thatlayd the fentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man, flhould take it of againe 
With words of footh : O that 1 were as great 
A s is my Griefe, or letter than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what T mult be now • 

Swelfft thou proud heart ? He giue theefcopeto bcatc. 
Since foes have icope to beate both thee and me. 

sfu. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbro^ 
RichMN hat mutt the King doe now . ? muft he lubmitfc 
The Kingfhall dock : Mutt he be depos'd ? 

The King fhall be contented : Mufthelofe 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe* 
lie give my Iewelsfor a fet ofbeades. 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

Mygay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne* 

’My figurd Goblets, for a Difhof Wood, 

My Scepter fora Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subjects , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdome , for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave . 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects feetc 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread now , whilett Hive ; 
Andburi donee, why not upon my Head ? 

Aumerle , thou weep* ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) 
VVeeTe makefoule Weather with defipifedTeares-* 
Our fighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Cornc, 
And make a Dearthin this revolting Land, 
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Or {hall we play the wantons, with our woes,’ 

And make fome pretty match with fhedding teares? 

As thus : to drop them flill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted usapaireofGraves, 

VVithin the Earth : andtheiein Jayd, there lies 
Tvvo Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
VVouldnot thisill,doe well ? well,wcl],llee 
Italke but idly .and you mocke at me. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

VVhat iayesKing Bullingbrookel will his Majefty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Rickard die ? 

You make a leggeand Bullingbrooke {, ayes I, 

Nor. My Lord, in the bale Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you tocome downe. 

ifif^.Downe,downe I come, like glift’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage of unruly lades. 

In the bafe Court ? bale Court where Kings grow bale, 
Tocome at Traytors calls, and doe them grace. (King, 
In the bafe Court come downs: downe Court, downe 
ForNight-Owles flirike, where mounting Larks fliould 
Bui, Whatfayeshis Ma/eily ? (ling. 

A'ar. Sorrow and griefeof heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

BhI. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

To make the bale earth proud with killing it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele your dove. 

Than my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 

Vp Cohn, up, your Heart is up,I know, 
hus high at lealf, although your knee below. 

Bui. My gracious Lord, I come bur for mine owne. 

£ , 1 Your °wne is yours, and I am yours,andall. 

*>*!• So farre be mine, (my moft redoubted Lord,) 

As my true fervice ihali deferue your love. 
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Rich. Well you defcrv’d : 

They well deferueto have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get;> 

Vncle give me your hand : nay ,dry your eyes, 

Teares (hew their love,but want their remidies. 

Cofin lam too young to be your Father, _ 

Though you are old enough to be my Hcire- 
What you will have, He give, and willing too. 

For doe we muft, what force will-have us doe. 

Set on towards London : 

Cofin,isit lb-? 

Bui. Yea, my good Lord. 

L /cA.Then 1 muft not fay, no. F/onrifh, Exeunt. 



Selena Quinta. 



Enter Queene jind two Ladies. 

<j)u. What fport fhall wedevile here in this Garden, 
To dnue away the heavy thought of Care ? 

La. Madam, we’leplay at Bowles. 

.g^.'Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs, 
Andthatmy fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qu. My leggescan keepeno meafure in Delight, 
When my poore beartno meafure keepes in Griefe* 
Therefore no Dancing C.Girle) fome other fport. 

La. Madam, we’le tell Talcs. 

^«.Offorrow,or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam* 

Qu. Of neyther Girle, 

For if of ioy,being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more oflbrrow : 

Or if of griefe, being altogether had, _ 

It addes more forrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 
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And what T want, it bootes not to complaine. 

La. Madam , lie ling. 

^«.‘Tis well thatthou haft caufe ; 

But thou fhould ft pfeafe me better ,would’ft thouweepe. 
La. I could vveepejMadam , would it doe you good. 
Qu. And I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareof thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Seruants. 

But flay, hecre comes the Gardiners. 

Let's ftep into the fhadow oftheleTrees. 

My wre 5 chcdnefle,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of ftate : for every one doth lo, 

Againft a change ;Woe is fore runne with woe. 

Gard.Cot binde thou up yond dangling Apricock?. • 
Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 
Stoupewithoppreflionoftheirprodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twigges* 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too faft growing fprayes. 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth : 

All tauft be even,in our Governement. 

You thus imploy’d , I will goe root away 
The noy fome weedes, that without profit fuoke 
I he Soyles fertility from wholclbme flowers. 

Ser. Why (hould we,in thecompaffeof a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell our firmc ftate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden,( the whole Land ) 

Is full of Weedes, her faireft Flowers choakt up. 

Her Fruit-trees alFtinpruin d,her Fledges ruin’d , 

Her Knots diforder’a,and her wholelome Flearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillers, 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffer’d this dilbrder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad-lpreading Leaves did flicker, 
Thatfeem'd, in eating him, to hold him up. 

Are pull’d up,Rootr ; ’.nd all, by Bttllingbrooke •, 
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l meane the Earle of W iltfoire,5#/Z>/,<J recne, 

Ser « What are they dead ? 

Card- They are. 

And Btillingbrooke hath feiz’d the waftefull King* 

What piity is it, that he hath not trim’d 

And dreft his land, as we this Garden, at time of yea re i 

And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruite-trees, 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe f 
Had he done fo.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv’d to beare, and he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crewne, 

Which wafle and idiehoures,hath quite throwne downe« 
iSVr.VVhat thinke you the King Hull be depos’d ? 
G^.Deprell: he is already, and depos'd 
s Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To adeare friend of theDukcof Porke, 

T hat tell blacke tidings • 

< 2 >u , Oh I am preft to death .through want offpeaking; 
Thou old -Adams likeneffe, fet to dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing 
What Eve, what ferpent hath fuggefled thee, (newes? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ ft thou fay King Richard is depos’d ? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ft thou by this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch. 

Gard-Pztdon me Madam- Little joy have 1 
To breath tbefe newes ; yet what Ifay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bnllit!gbrcokc, their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

In your Lords Scale,is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities, that make him light : 

But in the Ballanceof great Eullinglroobe, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, < 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 
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poll yon to London, and you’l finde it fo, 

I fpeake no more,then every one doth know. 

c)u jt Nimble milchance, that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnot thy Embaflage belong to me t 
And am I laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What.wasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullmgbrooke l 
Gard’ner.for telling me this newes of woe." 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit. 

Gard.Vooto Qpeene , fo that thyftate might be no 
I would my skill were fubieit to thy curie : (worfe. 

Here did foe drop a teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue.ev’n for ruth, here foortly foall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exit. 
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Enter as to the Parliament, Btillingbrooke, Aumerlc ^Nor- 
thumberland^ ercy ,PttZj-W at er, Surrey, Carlile , Abbot 
of We ft mi niter. Her auld, Officer^ and Eagot. 

Bui Call forth Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, 

VVhatthou doft know of Noble Gloflers death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 
Jhe bloody Office of his timelelTe end, 

Pag, Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
ful. Cofin, ftand forth and looke upon that man* 
ag. My Lord <tA umer le, I know your daring tongue 
icorncs to unfay what it bath once deliver’d- 
In that dead time, when plotters' do &th wHs plotted, 
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I heard you fay, Is not my armeof length. 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifli Court 
As fatre as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay ,that you had rather refufc 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes. 

Then Bullingbrookgs returne to England;adding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be,in this your Cofins death. 

Aum- Princes and Noble Lords: 

What anlwer (hall 1 maketo this bale man : 

Shall 1 fo much dilhonour my faire ftarres, 

Onequall termes to give himehaftkement ? 

Eyther I tnuft,or have mine honour fpoyl’d 
With th* Atteindor of his fiand’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manuall fealeof death 
That markesthee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine whatthou haft faydjs falfe. 

In thy hearts blood, though being all too bafe. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fword. 

'Bul.Bagot forbeare,thou (halt not take it up. 

Aunt. Excepting one, I would be were the belt 
In all this pre!ence,that hath moved me fo. 

Fitz,. If that thy valour Hand onlympatbies : 

There is my Cage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

By that fatre limne.that Ihewes me where thou Hand ft, 
I heard thee .fay, (and vantingly thou fpak' ft it ) 

T hat thou vver’t cane of Noble Glojfers ■ death. 

It thou denied it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forged w ith my Rapiers poync. 
^/w-Thoudar’ftnot (Coward) livetoiee theday. 
Fitz,- Now by my Soule,l would it were this houre- 
Aum<F it zjuatcr thou art damn d to hell for this. 

Per. %/i»tnterle ,thpu lyeft : his honour is as true 
In this appeale,as thou art all uniuft: 

And that thou art fo,there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th’ .extrcamcft poynt 
Of mortal!- breathing. Seize it if thou dar ft* 

*A#m. 
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• And if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifh more revengefnll Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 1 

SurMy Lord FitzxeaterX 
I doe remember well , the very time 
t Aumerle ya nd you did talke. 

Fitz.- My Lord, 

[ Tis very true : Y ou were in prefence th en ; 

And you can witneffe with me, this is true. 

S#r.As falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfe is true. 

Fitz.. Surry, thou lyeft, 

Sur . Dilhonourable Boy; 

That lye (hall lye fo heauyonmy fword. 

That it (hall render Vengeance and Revenge, 
Tillthouthe Lye-giver, and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull- 
In proofe whereof, there is mine Honours pawne, 
Engageit totheTryall, if thou dar’ft. 

Fitz.- How fond ly doll thou Ipurrc a forward Horfe ? 
If I dare cate,or drinke.or breath, or live, 

Idare mcete Surry in a Wilderneffe, 

And fpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies,and lies: there is my bond of Faith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Correction- 
As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Amtrleis guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifh’d Norfolk? Cay, 

That thou Aumerle did ft lend two of tby-men, 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

A H m. Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk? lies, here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 

#«/. Thefe differences (hall all rcftunderGage, 
r a j be repeal'd : repeal’d he (hall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 
To all his Lands and Seigniories: whenhee’s return’d, 
Agamft A urn trie wc will inforce his Tryall* 
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Car. That honourable day Ml ne’re be feene* 

Many a- time hath banilb'd Norfolk* fought 
For Iefu Chrift.in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enligne of the Chriftian Crofle 
Againft blacke Pagans,Turkes,and Saracens: 
Andtoyl’d with vv orkes of warre, retyr’d himfelfe 
To Italj , and there at H mice gave 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Yoder whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bui. Why Bifhop , is N 0 rfor\e dead ? 

Carl. As fure as I live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace conduct his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old -Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences (hall all reft under 
Till we afligne youtoyourdayes of Tryall. (gage. 
Enter Torke. 

Tor ke. Great Duke ofLancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-ptuckt who with willing foule 

Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poflelfion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui. in Gods Name, lie afeend the Regall throne, - 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

Word in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet belt befeeming me to fpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in thb Noble Pretence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard-, then true Nobleneue would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong* 

What fubjedt can give (entence on his King ? 

And who ms here, that is not Richards fubjedt ? 
Theeves are not judg'd,but they are by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And (hall the figure of Gods Ma/efty, 

His Captaine, Reward, Deputy eledt, 

Anoynted, Crown d and planted many yeares. 
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Be Judg’d by fubjedfs,and inferior breath J 
And helumfelfe not pretent ? Oh,forbid,it God, , 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should lhew fo heynous,blacke,obfcene a deed* 

I (peake to fubjedts, and a (ubjedt fpeakes. 

Stor'd up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here.whom you call King, t 

Is a foule Traytorto prowd Hereford s King. 

And if youCrowne him, let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglilh (ball manure the ground, 

And future ages groane for his foule Act. 

Peace (ball goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound, 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inbabite-and this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls* 

Oh, if youreare this Houle againft this Houfc 
It will the wofulieft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth, 

Prevent it, refittit. Jet it not be fo, 

LeaftChild, Childs Children cry againft you. Woe- 
Wm A. Well have you argu’d Sir t and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Trealon we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokeepehimlafely.till hisday of Tryall. 

May it pleafeyou , Lords, to granttheCommonsSuit ? 

A«//.Fetch hither R ichard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we (hall proceede 
VVithout lulpition. 

Tor.l willbehis Condudt* Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer s 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard andT or ke. 

Tick. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have (hookeoff the Regall thoughts 

H a Where-? 
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Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have leam’d 
To infinuate , flatter, bow, and bend my Knee* 

Give Sorrow leave a while , to returne me 
To this fubmiffion- Yet I will remember _ 

The favors of thefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayle to me ■ 

So Iudas did to Chrift * but he in twelve 

Found truth in all,but one ; l, in twelve thoufand , none. 

God lave the King: will no man fay, Amen? 

Ami both Priefl and Clarke? well then, Amen. 

God lave the King , although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I fern for hither ? 

2V.To doc that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Rullingbrooke . 

Jwt^.Givcmethe Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown : 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fidethine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 

The emptier ever dancing iathe ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and fuliofTearesam I, 
Drinking my Griefes, whilft you mount up on high. 
Bul-l thought yon had beene willing to refigne. 

Kick. My Crowne l am , but ftill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depoie. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King of thole. 

3«/.Part of your Cares you give my with your Crown- 
Xu-6. Your Cares fet up,doe not pluck me Cares down. 
■My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done. 

Your Care , is gaineof Care, by new Carewonne : 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they flay • 
JM.Are you contented to refigne the Crowne ? 
X«6.I,no;no, I : for 1 muft nothing be : 
Therefore no,no,for I refigne to thee. 
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Now, marke me how Iwillundoa my felfe. 

] give this heauy weight from off my Head, 

Andthis unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly fway from out my heart. 

With mine owneTeares I wafh away my blame. 

With mine owne hands I giveaway my Crowne* 

With mine owne T ongue deny my facred State, 

With mineowne breath releafe all dutious Oathes : 

All pompe and Maiefty I doe iorfweare: 

My'Mannors,Rents,Revencws,I forgee ; 

My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee* 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 

Ahd thou withal! pleas’d,that haft all atchiev’d. 

Long may ft thou live in Richards Seatetofit, 

And foonc lie Richard in an earthy pit. 

God faveKing /fr«7,un-king’d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-flune dayes. 

What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more: but that you read' 

Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perffin,and your followers 
Againft the ftate,and profit of this Land : 

That by confefling them, the foules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d. 

Kich. Muft I doe fo ? and muft I ravell out 
My weav'd up follyes? Gentle Northumberland, 

Ifthy Offences were upon Record , 

Would it not Iha me thee in fo f aire a troupe, 

Toreadea Ledurecf them ? If thouwould’ft, 

There fhould’ft thou find one haynous Article 
Containing the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
lark d with a Blot, damn’d in the booke of Heaven- 
Nay ..all of youithar ftand and lookeupon me, 

Wlnl ft that my wretchedncfiedoth bait my felfe, 
hough fome of you, with Pilate wafh your hands, 

H 3 * Shewing 
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Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd me to my fowre Crofle, 

And W ater cannot wafli away your linne. 

Nor. My Lord difpatch,read o’re thele Articles, 
r Rich. Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much. 

But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. 

Nay, if \ turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

1 finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules conlent, 

T* undecke the pompous body ofa King ; 

Made glory baie,a foveraigne, a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubieft j State, a Pefant, 

Nor . My Lord. 

"Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting man ; 
No,nornomans Lord : I have no Name, no Title : 
No,not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But Tis ufurpt: alacke the heavy day, 

Thatl haye wornefomany Winters out, 

And know not now ,what Name to call my felfe. 

Oh, that I were a mockery. King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrookg , 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be ftcrling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither ttraight. 

That it may {hew me what a face I have, 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bul.G oe fome ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper, while the Glaffe doth come- 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell- 
A«/. Vfgeitno more my Lord Northumberland • 
AW.The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d* 
R/cA.They fhall be fatisfy’d : ile reade enough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter one with a G lajjc. 

Give me that Glaffe, and therein will I reade. 

No 
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No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftrucke 
So many blowcs upon this face of mine^ 

And made no deeper wounds? Oh flattering GlafTe, 
Like to my followers in profperity, 

Thou do’ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thou (and men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac’d fomany follyes. 

That was at laft out-fac d by Bulltngbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face, 
Forthereitis,crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filent §ing,the Morall of this fport. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face. 

Bui. The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow : ha.letsfee, 

’Tis very true, my griefe Ives all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments, 

Aremeerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwellswith filencein the tortur’d foule.' 

There lies the fubftance: and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Me caufe to waile,buc teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more- 
Shall Iobtaineit ? 

•ffwAName it,faire Cofin. 

Rich. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

Por when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubiefts ; being now a fubieff, 

1 have a King here to my flatterer : 

,ingfo SrearJ have no need to begge. 

£ «l. Yet aske. e& 

l ic ^ And fhall I have? 

You ihall. 




Rich. 
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Rich. Then give me leavcto goe. 

Bui. Whither?- 

R ich. Whither you will/o I were from your fights. 
Bui. Goefomeof you convey him to the Tower. 
"Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

TjkU On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your fclves* Exeunt, 
Ahbtt. A woftill Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s t« come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall fcelethisdayaslharpe to them as thorne. 

Aum.Tou holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the Realmeof this pernicious blot f 
Abbot. Before I freely f'peake my minde herein. 
You (hall not onely take the Sacrafflfent, 

To bury mineintents,but alfo to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to devife- 
I fee your browes are full of difcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes ofteares, 

Come home with me to topper* ile lay a plot 
Shall fliew us all a merry day?" Exeunt- 



^Achis Quintus^ Selena Prim . 



Enter QueenCy and Ladies • 

^ 5 * This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Inline Cafars iN-erre&ed Tower: 

To who te flint bofome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bnllingbro^e- 
Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refting for her true Kings Q,ueenc. 

Enter Richard and Gard • 

But foft,but fee* or rather doe not (ee 3 
My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That you in pitty may diffolve to dew* 



of Richard the fecond. 

‘And waftihim fiefh agaihewith true-love teares. 1 
Ah thou the modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards Tombe, : ^ 
Andnot King Richard : thou moftbeanteous Innc, 

Why Ihoula hard-favor d'grieie be lodged in thee, * 
When triumph is become an A ie-hou(egueft ? 

Rich . loyne not with griefe, faire Woman y doe not fo. 
To make my end toofudden ;learne good lcule, 

Totl'inke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which awak’d,the truth of what wc are, 
Shewesusbut this* I am fvvorne Brother (fweet) 

To grim neceflity ; and he and 1 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe • 

Our holy lives muft win a new worlds Crovvne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throwne downe* 
What,ismy Richard both in fh ape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken’d ? Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos’d mine InteJIeS ? l^th hebeeneinthy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thrnfteth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be oTe-powr’d : and wilt thou, Pupil-like, 

Take dry Corredion mildly, kiflfe the Rodde, 

And fawneon rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls/ 

\\ichak King of beafts indeed , if aught but beaft ; 

Hiad beene .fi ill a happy King of Men. 

Good (iometime Queene) prepare thee hence for Francos 
minke I am dead,and that even heare thou tak'ft. 

As from my deach-bed,my Jaft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by the fire 
^ ithgood old folkes., and let them tell thee tales 
Ot vvoefull ages, long agoe betide: 
no ere thou bid goodnight to quit their griefe, 's 

Idl thou rhp lamentable fall of me; ... r 
fend the hearers weeping to their beds : 

J? r v Jy • t * le fence lefle Brands will fympathizS 
he heavy accent of my mooving tongue^ 

1 And 
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And in companion, weepe the-fire out : 

And feme will mourne in Afhes, fome coale-blacke-, 
Forthedepofingofa rightfull King* 

Enter Nor hum her l and. 

North. lAy Lord, the mind of Bullingbrooke is chang’d. 
Youmuft toPomfret, not unto the Tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta'ne for you : 

With all fwift fpeed, you mull away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time (hail not be many houres of age. 

More than it is, ere foulc linne,gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou (halt thinke, 

Though he devide the Real me, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little , helping him to all : 

He fhall thinke , thatthouwhichknow’ft theway 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne'relo little urg’d, another way. 

To plucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The I.oveofwicked friends converts to Feare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both, 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 

NorthMy guilt be on my Head , and there an end ° 
Take leave.and part ,for you mull part forthwith. 

-Rich. Doubly divorc’d ? (bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ;’twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife. 

Let me un-ki(fe the Oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not fo , for with a kiffe ’twas made 
Partus Northumberland : I, towards the North, 

Where fhivering Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyme 
My Qjueene to France : from whence, let forth in pom pi) 
She came adorned hither likefweet may ; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, orlhortftof day. 

Qu. And mu ft we be divided / muft we part ? 

Rich. I, hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart- 
Banifh us both,and fend the King with me. 
■North. Ihix. were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 

"T f ' ’ §&* 
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'tdtf.Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 

Rich. So two together weeping, make one Woe, 

Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here: 

Better farre off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe, count t hy way with fighes, I , mine with Groanes. 

§u. So longeft way fhall have the longcft moanes. 

Rich .Twice for one ftep ile groane,the way being fhorl. 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come,come,in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kiffe fhall flop our mouthes, and doubly part ; 

Thus give I mine,and thus thus take I thy heart. 

6 Give me mine owne againe:’twerc no good part. 

To tal e on me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

Sonovv I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftrive to kill it with a groane* 

Rich.We make woe wanton with this fond-delay: 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay. i'xeunt. > 



Sc&na Secunda. 



Enter Tcrk^e.and his Dutchejfe . 

But. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off, 

Of ourtwoCofinseomming into London. 

1'*r. W here did I leave ? 

At that fed floppe^my Lord. 

Where rude misgovern’d hands, from windowes tops* 
Threw dnft and rubbifh on King Rtcbards head^ 

^ or * Then, as I feyd,tbe Duke (great Bullingbrooke y ) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know, 

W-ith flow, but ftately pace, kept on hiscourfe.* 
y tongues cri a, God fave thee Bullingbrooke , 
You would have thought the very windovyes fpake? 

I z So 
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So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Cafements darted their dehring eyes 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the walles 
W ith painted Imagery had iayd at once, 

Iefu preferve thee, welcome ® uUiugbrook^. 

Whii’ft he , from one fide to the other turning, 
I>are-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, 
Befpake them thus ; i thanke you Countri-men ; 

And thus dill doing, thus he part alon*. 

Dutch. Aias poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 

Torbe. As in a Theater, the eyes cf men 
After a well grac’d Ait or leaves the rtage. 

Are idlelybent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious - 

Even fo, or with much more contcmpt,mens eyes _ 

Did fcovvleon Richard ; no man cndc, Godfavchim;- 
No j oy full tongue gave him his welcome home. 

But duft was throw ne upon his facred head,^ 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he Oiooke off. 

His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for feme rtrong purpofe)rteel d 
The hearts of men, they muft peiforce have melted, 

And Barbarifme it felfe have piuied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, 

' To whole high will w« bound our calme contents, 

To BMingbraoke , are wefworne Subje&snow, 
Whofc State,and Honour, I for aye allow- 
Enter Aumerla 

Dut, Hcere comes my lbnne >s>umerle. 

. Tor • Aumerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being R ichtrds Friend- 
And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now 5 
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lading fealty to the new-made King. 

Dm* Welcome my lbnne * who are-the Violets nm 
That drew the greene lap of the new-come Spring 

Madam, 1 know not,nor I greatly care not, . 
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God knowes,I had asliefebenoneas one- 
Tor, Well.beare you well in this new-lpring of time, 
lead you be cropt before you come to prime . (umphs? 
.What news from Oxloxd? Hold thofe luds and Tri~ 
Aum* For ought I know my Lord, they doe. 

Tar* You will be there I know* 

AnmAfGodl prevent not, I purpofefo. 

Ter .What fealeis that that hangs without thy befome 
Yea, look'd thou pale ? Let me fee the writing. 

A urn. My Lord, ’tis nothing. 

No matter then who lees it, 

I will be fatisfied,-Iet me fee the writing. 

Attm* T do befeech your G ace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of ffnall confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor* V Vh:ch for fomc reafons fir, I meane to fee 2 
I feare,I fears. 

But. VVhat fliould youfeare? 

Tis nothing but fome Bond, that beisentred into 
For gay apparrell againd the Triumph. 

Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
- hat he is bound to t wife, you are a foole •' 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me.Imay not fhevvh. 
- 1 or ‘ 1 wdl be fatisfied, let me fee t I fay. Snatches it, 
I reaion/onle treafon, villaine,traytor, Have. 

Dut. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 
or. Hoa, who s within there ; faddle my horfe, 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Dut. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

T cr . Give me my boots, I lay ; Saddle my horfe : 
by my honour, my life, my troth- 
I Will appeach thevillaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 
or. Peace foolilb woman. 

J'l will not peace what is the matter fonie ? 

TU* ' Cj ° od m °dier be contempt is no more 

Toen my poore life mud anfiver. . 

* 3 Buh 
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‘But* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets. , 

' Ter. Bring my Boots, T will unto the King. 

*Z) w. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy , thou art amatdj 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give, me my Boots I fay. 

But. Why T or ke^hat wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trelpaffc of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or arc we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke np with time? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mme Age, 

And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Ton Thou fond and madwoman, 

Wilt thou conceale thisdarkeconfpiracy ? 

A dozen of them herebave tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet dovvne their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

But. He fiiall be none : •> 

Wee’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

2Vr; Away fond woman •• were he twenty times tny 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dwr.Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 

Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 

But now I know thy minde; thou do'ft fufpcct 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy (onne: 

Sweet Torkf, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee , as a man may be, 

Not like to me, nor any of my Km, 

And yet I love him* 

Ter. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. 

But. After h/iumerle. Mount thee upon his Horle, 
Spurre poll, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ere he doe accule thee, 
lie not be long behinde: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, j jjl 



ef Richard the fecend. 

Till Sulhnghrooke havepardon’d thee: Away,be gone, £*v 



Sc<zna Tertia. 




Enter Bullingbrool-ef ereysni other Lords. 

Bui. Gan no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

*Tis full three monthes (ince I did fee him laft. 

If any plague' hang over us/tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft thcTavernes there ; 

For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay) as (land in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolute a crew. 

Per. My Lord,fome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told him of tbefe triumphes held at Oxford. 

“Bui. And what fayd the Gallant ? 

Per . His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewes, 

And from the common’ ft creature plucke a glove 
Andweare it as a favour, and with that 
Hewould unhorfe the luftieft challenger. 

Bui. As dilfolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifeefome fparks of better hope: which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth* But whocomes here ? 

Enter timer le. 

-dum-W here is the King ? 

Pul. What meanesmy Cofin, that he flares 
A nd lookes fo wildely ? (iefly 

dnm. God fave your Grace, I doe befeech your Ma- 
lo have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

^/. Withdraw your felves,and leave us here alone. 
What is the the matter with our Cofin now ? 



dum. 
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AwmSot ever may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnlefle a pardon, ere I rife or foeake. 

Bui. Intended or, committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hamons ere it be, ' 

Towinncthy after-love I pardon thee. 

Akw. Then give me leave, that I may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done, 

Bui. Havethy defire. Toritwithin. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou haft a Traytor in thy prefence there. 

Uw/.'Villaine, ile make thee fafe. learei 

Aum- Stay thyrevengefull hand, thou haft nocaufe to 
Tor. Open the doore,tecurefoo!e-hardy King: 

Shall I for love fpeakc treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore.or 1 will breake it open. Enter Torke. 

Bui. What is the matter (Vncle) fpeake,reccver breath. 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may arme us to encounter it. 

Ter . Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know 
The reafon that my hafic forbids me (how- 

Aum .Remember as thou rtad’ft, thy promife palft 
I doe repent me reade not my name there. 

My hear tis not confederate w it h my hand . 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 

I tore it from the traytorsboiome,(Ki g.) 

Feareand not loue, begets his penitence , 

Forget topitty him.Ieaft thy piety prove 
A ferpentjthat will fting thee to the heart.. 

BhI. Oh heinous,ftrong,and’ bold confptracy, 

O loyall Father of a trecherous Sonne : 

Thou flicere, immaculate, and filver fountaine. 

From wher.ee thi - ftreame, through muddy paffageS 
Hath had his curtent,and defil’d himfelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnelfe (hall excufe 
This deadly plot, in thy digrelfing fonne. 

Tor .So (hall my vertue be his vices bawd, '■ 



of Richard the fecond. 

'And he (hall fpend mine Honour, with his (lame s 
Asthriftlefle Sonnes their ferapmg Fathers G old. 

Mine honour lives when his di (honour dyes. 

Or my fliam’d life in his diflionour lies •* 

Thou kill’ft me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, the true man’s put to death- 

Dutchejfe wit bin, 

Dtff-What hoafmy Liege) for Heavens lake let me in, 
Bui. What fhrill-voic’d luppliant makes this eager cry? 
But. A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) 'tis 1, 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

A begger begs, that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferrous thing. 

And now charg’d to the begger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cohn. let your Mother in, 

I know (lie’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

Tor- If thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgive tie (le , profper may. 

This feller d joyntcut cflfrbereftrefts lound, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound v£»f(T Dutchejfe. 

But. O King, beleeve not this hard -hearted man. 
Love, loving not i.t felfe, none other can 
JV.Thou ffanticke woman, what deft thou make here. 
Shall tby old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

Dm. Sweet Torke be patient, he are me gentle Lies*. 
Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

Du. Notyet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never lee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give jay: : vntill thou bid me icy, 
tyVttAoninoRutlar.d, my tranfgrefling Boy. ; r r , V 
um.\J nio my Motherspraycrs,I bend my knee- 
o%.Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
ut. Pleades he in earned ? Looke uponhisFacej 
->s eyes do drop no teares : his prayers are in /eft. ; 
is words come from his mouth, Ours from ourbrift 
eprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, , fiivr 
epray with heart , and foule , and all bdide i 

K His 
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His weary j’oynts would gladly rife, I know. 

Our knees (hall kncele, till to the ground they groty: 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocri y, 

Ours of true z.eale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovghttohave. 

! 'Bui - Good Aunt ftand up. 

But. Nay, doe not fay (land up. 

But pardon firft, and afterwards Hand up. _ 

And if 1 vvere thy Nurle thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fho'ijLd be the firft word of thy fpeech. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 

The word is (hort,but-not (o fhort as fweet,^ 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth s io meet. 

. JV.Speake it in French, (King) fay fardonnemoj. 

Doft thou teach pardon, Pardon to deftroy? 
Ah my fowre husband , my hard-hearted Lord, 

That fet’d the word it felfe, againft the word. 

Speake pardon as’tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we doe not underftand. 

Thine eye begins to fpcake, fet thy tongue there j 
Or int V' pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearie. 

Bui. Good Aunt ftand up. 

Dut. I doe not fueto Hand, 

Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 

Bui. I pardon him as heaven (hall pardon me, 

But. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 

Yet am 1 ftekeforfeare , fpeake it againe, 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

Bui A pardon him with all my heart. 

But. A God on earth thou art- ,, 

&*/-But focourtrufty brother-in-law , the /robot, 
With all the reft of that contorted crew, 

Xkftruaion ftraight (hall dogge themattheheeleg^ 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Good Vnele helpe to order fcverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They (hall not live within this world I fweare. 

But I will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnele farewell , and Cofin too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
Dut* Come my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new. 

Enter Exton, and Servant. Exit. 

Ka/.Didft thou not markethe King what words he Ipake 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare : 

Was it not fo t 
Ser. Thofe vvere his words. 

Ex. Have I. no. friend (quoth he) he fpakeit twice. 

And urg’d at twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And (peaking it he wiftly look’d on me. 

As who (hould fay, I would thou weft the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s goe, 

I am the King, friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit. 



Sc am a Oudrta. 



'Enter Richard. 

have becne ft tidying, how to compare 
i his Prilon where I lii)c,unto the world : 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And here is not a creature, but my felfe, ’ 

[cannot doe it: yet ilehammer’t out. * 

My braine,ile prove the female to my Soule 
Myloule,the Father: and thefe two beget- omi; o .’ 
generation of ftill breeding thoughts:; . i; 
t, thele Latne thoughts , people this: little world 
an humors, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better fort, 

’ • ’ -*»• * 
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As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
"With fcruples , and do fet the Faith it ielfe 
A gainft the Faith ; as thus Come little ones ; and then- 
Itisaslurdtocoipe.asforaCamell ( againe, 

Tothred the pofterne of a Needles eye* 

1 houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot _ '{ 

Ynlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weakc natles 
Maytearea paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this bard world, my ragged pnfon walles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their ovvne pride- 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themtelves. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 

Nor (hall not be tbelaft- Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that ihaane 
That many have, and others muft fit there j 
And in this thought, they finde a kind of eale. 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backs 

Of fuch as have before indur’d the like- 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 
ThenTreafon makes me with my felfe a Begger, 

And fo 1 am. Then crufhing penury, 

Perfwades me, I was better when a King ; 

Thenam I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinkethat I am un-king’dby. Bulbugbroeke, 

And ftraight am nothing-But what ere 1 am, Mnjic\e t 
Nor I, nor any man, thatbut man is, 

With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till he be eas d 
With being nothing- Muficke doe t heare ? . 

Ha, ha ? keepe timepHowTowre fweet Muficke is. 
When time is broke ,' and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens lives : . 

And here have . 1 the daintinefle of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing - 

But for the Concord of my State and. time] 1 

Had not- an eare to heare my true lame broke. 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time rnfte me : 

F or now hath timemade mehis numbringClocke : 






of Richard the femd. 

My thoughts.arc minutes ; and with fighes they farre. 
There watches to mine eyes the outward W atch. 
Whereto my finger,likeaDiallspoint, 

Is poynting ftill, in clenfing them from teares. 

Now fit, the found that tels what houre itis. 

Are clamorous grones, that ftrike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : fo fighes and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, homes, and times : O but my time 
Runs poaftingon,in Bulltngbrookes proud ioy. 

While Iftand fooling here, his jackeo’th’ Clocke- 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 

For though it have holpe mad men to their wits. 

In meit ieemes,it will make wile-men mad : 

Yet bletfing on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch,in this all-hating world* 

Enter Groottte. 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 
lAc/j.ThankesNoble Peere. 

The cheapeft of us,is ten grotes to deare* 

What art thou ? And how com’ft thou hither? 

Where no man ever comes.but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a poorC Groome of thy ftable (King) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With muchadoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon my(fometimes Royall) mafters face* 

O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft beflrid. 

That Horfe, that 1 fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich 3 Rode he on BSrbary ? tell me- gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groo. So proudly ,as if he had difdain d the grovfhd. 
Rich* So proud jthat Bullingbrooke was on his backs; 
That jade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 

^his hand hath made him proud with clapping him- 

K 3 Would 
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Would he not Humble ? would he not fall downe 
(Since pride muft have a fall) andbreakethc nccke 
Of that proud roan, that did ufurpe his backe? 
Forgivenefl'ehorfe ; why do I raile on thee, 

Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
Was’t borne to beare?I was not made a hone 
And yet I beare a burthen like an Affe, 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr’d by jauncing Bdltngbrooke, 

Enter Keeper with a dip. 

AT^p-FelloWjgive place, here is no longer flay. 

Rtch.li thou love me, ’tis time thou wer t away. 
Groo. What my tongue dares not , that my heart fhall 
c Exit . 

Keep . My Lord wilt pleafe you to fell too ? 

1 i>*V£.Tarteofit firft,asthou wer’c wont todoo. 

Keep.Uy Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 

Who lately came from th King, commands the contrary. 

li ich . The cLivell take Henry of Laacaftec, and thee; 
Patience is ftale and I am w eary of it* 

Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants* 

Hi* How<now? what meanes death in this rudeaflault? 

. Villainc, thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrumentj 

Goe thou and fill another roome in hell. 

FxtenffVihes him downe* 

That hand ftiallburne in never- quenching fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon. £*fs»,thy fierce tiana, 
Hath with the Kings blood,ftain’d the Kings owne land. 
Mount, mountmy foute,thy leateisup onmgb, 

Whil’ft my grofle flefh finkes downeward hereto dye. 

Ex. As full of valour as of Royall blood, 

Both have I fpiit : Oh would the deed were good, 

For now the divell, that told me I < 4 d well, 

Sayesthat this deed is Chronicled in hell.. 

1 his dead King to the living King yk beare, _ 

Take hence the reft; and give them bunall here. F-x.t. 

.Sc&na 







Flonrifhy Enter B ulli ngbrooke^P o rke , with 
other Lords } and Attendants* 
i?«/.Vnclc Yorke,the lateft ncvves we heare, 

Is that the Rebels have confum’d with fire 
OurTowne of Ciceter inGloceflerfhire., 

But whether they be taneor flaii^we heare not 
Enter Northumberland. 

VVelcome my Lord,what is the newes ? 

Nor* Firft,to thy facred ftate ,wifh I all happineflfe ; 
The next newes is 3 I have to London fent 
The heads of Salisbury t Spencer, Blunt± and Kent: 

The manner of their taking mayappeare 
At large difeourfed in this paper here. 

Bui. W e thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines, 

£nu to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines- 
Enter Ftt^-water. 

Fitz. My Lord, I have from Oxford fent to London, 
The heads of Broccas,zn<\ Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous conforted Traitors, 

That fought at Oxford,thy dire overthrow* 

Bui* Thy paines Fu^-v>ater,tt \ all not be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot* 

Enter Percy , and Car hie. 

P er. The grand confpirator. Abbot of Westminster* 
With clog ofconfcience,and fowre melancholly, 

Hath yeilded uphis body tothegraue, 

But here is living to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride- 
BuL_ OarliUy this is your doome.- 
Choole out fome fecret place, fome reverend rooms 
More than thou haft, and with it j'oythyfelfe: 

So as thou Jiv’ft in peace, dye free fromftrife: 

For 




The Lift' And Death 

For though mine enemy thou had ever beene. 

High fparkes of honour in thee I have feene. 

Enter Extonwitb a Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Herein all breathlefle lies 
1 he mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
iwc6/«r^ofBurdeaux, by me hither brought, 

BhI. Exton , I thanke thee not,for thou hart wrought 
A deed of daughter, with thy fatal! hand. 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land- 
•tv-From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed. 
Bui. They love not poyfcn, that doe poy Ion need, . 
Nor doe 1 thee : though T did wifh him dead, 

Ihate the murtherer,love him murthered- 
The.guiIt of confidence take thou forthylabour,- 
But neyther my good word,nor Princely favour- 

VVith C-Atne goe wander through the fhade'of night. 
And never fhew thy head by day, nor light- 
Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe. 

That blood fhould lprinkle me, and make me grow 



And put on fallen hlacke incontinent; 

Ile make-i voyage to the Holy-land. 

TowaHi this blood oft from my guiltyfa'and 
March fadly after, grace my mourning here. 

In weeping after this untimely beere. Exenn. 
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